alia Santa Trinita and die Via Tornabuoni. I called down
to someone below to ask the reason for the commotion and
was told: *It is Benito Mussolini who has arrived at Santa
Maria Novella and is coming to the bridge to speak to the
people/ I was desperately anxious to sally forth to see and
to listen, but John was adamant: I was to stay indoors. It
was my Irish blood yearning for a free fight. I should get
injured and embarrass my Italian friends by becoming an
International Incident___To this day I wish that I had been
more insistent or that she had yielded.
But there were more peaceable distractions available in
Florence. We were neither of us constitutional sightseers
and went to see only such pictures and sculptures as we al-
ready knew and loved, but we got to know the real Florence
very thoroughly; the Florence that is so beautiful that Or
San Michele, the Mercato Nuovo and the Porcellino, the
Loggia dei Lanzi and the Palazzo Vecchio are mere every-
day incidents. We also got to know its shops and its food,
but of the latter only one memory is very clear. Peasant-
baked bread in the shape of a small wreath, which we
bought straight from the oven in a cellar near the Ponte
Vecchio; cool-tasting unsalted bread which we devoured
w. our bedroom with plenty of sweet fresh butter bearing
the stamp of the Florentine Lily.
Four things remain to recall that happy time. The Fascist
medal of d'Annunzio, jewelled cuftlinks which I bought
for John at Settepassi on the Ponte Vecchio. A big sap-
phire ring which she gave me and which I always wear
and a treasure which I discovered by chance in a shabby
little shop in the Via della Vigna Nuova. A tre-cento re-
production in miniature of the Volto Santo of Lucca cast
in bronze with enamelled eyes. Its beauty was apparent to
the most casual glance and we bought it for an absurdly
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